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FOR ALL POETS 


“POETRY IS THE INTERPRETRESS OF 
THE NATURAL WORLD, AND SHE IS 
THE INTERPRETRESS OF THE MORAL 
WORLD; IT IS AS THE INTERPRETRESS 
OF THE NATURAL WORLD THAT SHE 
HAS POETS AS HER MOUTHPIECE.” 


Matthew Arnold (1906) Essays Literary and Critical. J.M Dent 8 Sons Ltd: London (Page 68) 
“Poetry was the Interpretress of the natural world, and she is the interpretress of the moral 
world; it is as the Interpretress of the natural world that she had Guérin for her mouthpiece.” 
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reCONNECTING with VALUES 


reCONNECTING with VALUES 
in support of World Values Day 


It seems so long that we've been apart 
COVID messing with our head and our heart 
Now we have hope to be reunited 

Family, friends, work, school - we're excited 


Reconnecting with values 


And this is our chance to share how we feel 
On the page, on the stage, on the screen 

A global showcase of poetry 

Your style, any style, totally 


Reconnecting with values 


What have you learnt? What have you missed”? 
Who to see first? How long is your list? 

What makes this connection 

At your values intersection? 


Reconnecting with values 


Mobilise your community 

To seize this opportunity 

Across age, race, gender and all 
Sharing your poems, having a ball 


Reconnecting with values 


Use your imaginations 
Perform your creations 
We are waiting in anticipation 
For your creative participation 


Reconnecting with values 


Embrace your mission 
To choose submissions 
Carefully conceived 
And gratefully received 


ReCONNECTING with VALUES - 
From the page, to the stage, to the digital age 


INTRODUCTION TO THE GLOBAL POETRY SHOWCASE 


In 2020, I received a Christmas gift copy of A Poem for Every Day 
of the Year edited by Allie Esiri from my eldest daughter, Lucy. | 
committed to a New Year resolution for 2021 to read a poem every 
day (which | completed ...apart from a birthday weekend trip in 
October when | forgot the book!). 


In my work with Global Values Alliance and UK Values Alliance, | 
am part of the team that created and organises World Values Day 
each year and, in Spring 2021, RECONNECTING (with values) was 
chosen as the theme for the year. This sparked the idea to create a 
poetry event focussed on values; what better way for people to 
express themselves and their feelings about reconnecting and 
values than the vehicle of poetry? Before long, Global Values 
Alliance had launched the inaugural Global Poetry Showcase in 
support of World Values Day thanks to the passion, support, 
knowledge and experience of an amazing group of like minded 
people. Global Poetry Showcase encourages, and hopefully 
inspires, people to express themselves about the topic of values 
and also strives to make poetry accessible and inclusive, 
welcoming and celebrating all forms, backgrounds and levels of 
experience. We would love you to join us for the Global Poetry 
Showcase 2022| Global Values Alliance. 


“Seeing and hearing the truth 
requires a movement beyond 
thought. The poet's voice 
rings louder when the words 
are found in a trusting 
acceptance of her eternal 
voice. Through her voice the 

p O E M S music of the silence can be 
heard again: a reconnection 
with all poets of all ages of all 
nationalities.” 


RERUM NOVARUM CUPIDUM 
SCIRE SUB SPECIE 
AETERNITATIS: MUTATIS 
MUTANDIS SCIES LACRIMAE 
RERUM ET AMOR EST VITAE 


ESSENTIA. 


Global Poetry Showcase: A poetic encourages, and hopefully inspires, people 
celebration of poetry for World Values Day to express themselves about the topic of 
2021, a theme of reCONNECTING with values and also strives to make poetry 
VALUES gave rise to this publication. It accessible and inclusive, welcoming and 
was an initiative created by the Global celebrating all forms, backgrounds and 
Values Alliance and Memorhyme and experience levels. The time and energy of 
driven by the vision and passion of Alan our poet panel of Angela “Poppy” Harvey, 
Williams and Alan (Kurly) McGeachie to Julie Salt, Sophia Falco, Daisy Webb, Paul 
take poetry from page, to stage, to the O'Donnell and David Scanlon. Images for 


digital age. Global Poetry Showcase poems chosen by Gentiana Koci. 


The first people to hold you, 
The first people who told you, 
I will love you forever, 
even in rainy weather. 


Family is like a role you were born with, 
An oath a swear to love a behold with, 
To share and share all the great moments with, 
Until you aren't there so make memories you can live with. 


Our trust for each other is 
unbreakable 
Our smiles for each other is 
unshakable 
And our love for each olher 
will always be there 
Even in the darkest of times. 


Some families are like a circle of love and strength 
others are made of smiles and styles. 
Some members of the family are kind and kindle 
Other members of the family are shy and sly. 


How cheerfully they 
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ANIMALS 


Helpful, helpful, helpful. 
Dogs that help the blind, 
never leave anyone behind, 
as helpful as a purse, 
and as kind as a nurse. 


Support, support, support 
animals that support, 
will help us get a great report, 
In the night and in the day, 
they will help you in every way. 


Warning, warning, warning, 
animals that worn, 
will never get torn, The bird was a 
warning bell, 
warning of a stormy swell, 


by: Sophie Lamb 
Urunga Public School. 
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| KEEP DREAMING 


Looking at the sunset, 

that quite suddenly leisurely descends, 
watching the night slowly dance, 
covering everything it grasps. 


Looking at the day in it's own limits, 

the people moving around without fear, 
how beautiful is the night in the city, here, 
even hearing a star speaking in my ear. 


This monologue with the entire universe, 
restored my faith in you my lord, 

looking up at the sky as well, 

waiting for a message beyond hell. 


But, this message is vanished into thin air, 

and nothing is left for me anywhere, 

leaned against my old wooden window thinking, 
without even knowing what | am dreaming. 


MY ANGEL’S IMAGE 


| breathe in 

with my eyes closed 

The salty scent of the air 

In my nose 

Goes to my throat 

Deep in my lungs. 

And | hear 

my angel's voice 

whispering in my ears. 

| breathe in with my eyes closed 
And | smell 

the fragrance of an old lemon tree 
in an old window sill. 

| breathe in 

my eyes are still close. 

And | feel 

A feather touch 

In my head 

and | smile 

| open my eyes 

And | see 

The unforgettable image of my father 
Smiling at me. 

Now | feel so calm and secure. 
And | breath in... 


| CHOOSE TO LIVE MY VALUES 


When despair grows in me 

| wake in the night at the least sound 

The seasons were set to be changed 

And a new order that had long been announced 
Was set to be launched 


It was time for our values to be revealed 
For the Firstborn of many to come forth 
For the original plan to be restored 


Here, | am informed of who І am 
| see One who is fully flesh, live in values 
| see many others walk the life of values 


In these books, | find a mirror 
And every time look | am made better 
Through the washing of the Word as in water 


With the stories revolving around my shore 
And detailed accounts of my rights in the new covenant 
| will study these books, as | choose to live my values. 


TRUTH IS 


Truth is, for years 

inside layers of armour 

thick and strong, 

my heart lay hidden and silent, 
longing for love 

and feeling unworthy. 


Truth is, outside, 

my pleasing self and false skin 
loved as we could, 

never quite feeling, 

in constant fear 

of being revealed. 


Truth is, one day, 

those layers began 

to quake and to crumble, 
the start of a magic, 
painful journey 

to connect to my self. 


Truth is, Гуе learned 

I have no choice. 

| am truth, 

inside and out; 

the only way to love deeply 
and deeply feel loved. 


Not quite there could be improved with small tweaks. 
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BE KIND 


Have your kindness forever grow 
For you never know how others low 
Spread your kindness far and wide 
For it will help others stride 
Remember to always be kind 

For it will help others find 
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A REASON TO LIVE 


| felt my head explode, tearing my hair out so hard | thought I’d go bald 

| felt so hurt, lost, alone and misunderstood. | had to get out, | had to leave. 

I rushed out onto the back alley. | let my feet lead me as | walked down lonely streets. 
It was like | was out of my body, like it was another person walking by. 


| remember looking at the clock over the old butcher's shop. It was bang on at 9 o'clock. 
The sky was a weird colour, strangers looked at me even stranger. 

My feet seem to go one before the other non-stop like they had no master. 

| remember the nettles from the bushes on the narrow pavement pricking my bare calves. 
| faintly recall them stinging and thinking what does it matter. 


I walked on the right hand side of the road, oncoming cars were looming over the horizon 
whizzing past me at 40 miles per hour. 
| must be close to the by-pass. 


I found myself hypnotised by the headlights coming towards me. 

| thought several times of stepping in front of one, the only thing stopping me was not 
wanting to be 

Perhaps if I had the opportunity to apologise before to say “sorry nothing personal, can you 

just make sure | go out with a bang?” 


| reached the end of the pavement. It was the moment of truth. | felt numb, no tears, 

no thoughts. | felt dead inside. 
| closed my eyes for a second, catching a fleeting image of my little one, reaching for me. 
| turned around, dragging my feet mechanically and followed the path back home. 


WE ARE... 


We Are Connected 
WE are one 
We are Respectful 
We are Fun 
We are Leaders 
We are Strong 
We are Believers 
We Belong 
We are ReConnected 


GET LOST 


It's been deep, not able to see my family 
It's been hard, like | don’t know how to 
start, sheesh Social distancing 

It's like l'm going missing in... 

Head spinning round, 

The walls are closing in now. 

My minds stressing, 

Relaxing is all l'm needing 

Get lost corona, 

Man don't need to know уа. 

Going out is being like ohh wow. 

Seeing my family saying mask on please, 
Everyone be saying social distance please. 


THE CALLED 


Night turns to dawn on the dark verge of the atmosphere 
A myriad of personalities 

Some were mentioned much more than others 

Some worked silently but with extreme loyalty 


To some, we owe our connection to the Master 
Because they reflect our natural tendencies 
Show that He was human 

And the first apostles were human and frail too 


A mix of the literate and unschooled 

An assurance that a degree is not required to make decrees 
And so | follow 

Because | know 

That to the Master 

Age, colour or race do not matter 

Leading and governing with love matters 
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SWEAT LODGE 


| approach with expectancy, hope and gratitude. 
Free from the city, 

heart abuzz, 

| breathe in exquisite air 

and connect with the sacred ground. 


Before me, probing with a pitch fork, 
the keeper tends the fire. 

Beyond, over bare bowed willow ribs, 
my unknown brothers 

Lay blanket skins, 

crafting a coal colored womb. 


I add my hands and ponder the ancestors: 
theirs, mine, ours, all. 

First elders and infants, 

shamans and warriors. 

Next killers and drillers, 

land-takers and squatters. 

Then millers and tillers, 

peace-makers and bonders. 

All on this Earth we call home. 


| listen with wonder 

to prayers whispered with grace, 
in all four directions 

revering colors, matter and space. 


Gold to the East: 

an air of awakening. 

Red to the South: 

a fire of will. 

Black to the West: 

in water black homage 

White to the North: 

Earth's elders share knowledge. 


Here, now, 

under blue, over green, 
in this space inbetween, 
men seeking rebirth 
enter together the lodge 
of Grandmother Earth. 


On ground in a circle 

we silently sit; 

staring toward center, 
a dark, welcoming pit. 


In comes the keeper 
with red rocks a glowing, 
he lowers them gently 
and heat begins flowing. 


The flap door is closed 

and as blackness enfolds, 

my ears, nose and body are stirred: 
Offerings of tobacco. 

The sweet smell of cedar. 

Songs summoning Spirits 

from nature, the teacher. 

I, longing to belong, hum along. 


Amidst all of this 

poured water rises as mist 

from the beckoning, igneous stones. 
This conjures up cleansing, 

evokes gentle healing, 

prompts deep seeded feeling, 
passed from eons through ions, 

to skin, organs and bones. 


On drum beats our hearts beat. 
There's a symphony of prayer 
echoing through the thick air. 
Sweat pours from each pore, 
shedding toxins and more. 

And somehow, in the stifling steam, 
lm chilled to the core. 


Five times in rounds, 

with all my relations, | emerge. 
Five times my brothers, 

with all their relations, emerge. 


For all time together, 

may all Great Spirit's creations, 

through sweat and with wisdom, emerge. 
Aho! 
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IN PRAISE OF SILENCE 


Here is a nice story filled with some rhyme, 
It speaks of the joy of more quiet time. 

For me it began when | was still lean, 

At the unsteady age of seventeen. 


My dear uncle Henry, teacher and friend, 
Asked if | would join him for a weekend. 
It was a silent retreat just for men, 

To do him a favour | said Amen. 


That choice became a game-changer for me, 
It was peace without words | came to see. 
There was time to reflect on the past year, 

On that which was good, plus that not so dear. 


Due to the silence the mind became still, 
Clarity prevailed as did a strong will. 

Then a silent weekend became a must, 

As the stillness and peace enhanced my trust. 


One year a lesson about truth was shown, 
| re-read my words and began to moan. 
All | could see was a list of good news, 
So a fresh look was given to these views. 


| then wrote the mistakes of the past year, 
Two pages later the air was then clear. 
The need to be true to yourself was seen, 
As the way to help make one truly clean. 


The rest is silence. 
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SHADES OF HONESTY 


Helping you stay authentic; 

Opening to deeper human connections. 

Never allowing you to forget its complexity. 

Expect to be challenged with little white lies, perhaps 
even bigger ones; 

Some for your vanity and some for theirs. 

Trust your instincts, you surely want to sleep at night. 
Your soul, your life, your honesty. 


EMPTY FEELINGS 


Empty are the school chairs in class! 
Empty, empty are the streets and parks. 
Empty are our homes of friends and family. 
Empty are the shelves in the supermarket! 
Online our work was given to us. 

Online is where we see our friends 

No cuddles no kisses no high fives. 

When will this nightmare end! 

Slowly slowly things opened up 

Seeing friends in the park 

Outside only was the rule 

In small groups families” times 2! 

It's nearly over 

Let's get through this together 

Learning to live with this forever! 
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FROM WITHIN 


Hazy. 

A myriad of shapes intelligible from each-other, 

A flurry of voices mixing in with the crisp air. 

Lost. 

Going through the motions of a life living me, 

Never bothering to know why. 

Overwhelmed. 

The apathy reaches its limits. 

One more word. One more. 

Burst. 

The voice screaming is not mine, or is it? 

The words spoken into the void carried away like dandelions in the wind. 
Destruction. 

| picked myself apart inch by inch, 

Until there was just raw skin and bones left. 

Rebuild. 

From atoms to molecules to cells to tissue to organs, 

| made myself whole again. 

Change. 

Kindness is the home i always owned but always rented. 
| made myself a permanent resident. 

Challenge. 

Life will never come naturally to me. 

| will teach myself to eat again, to sleep again, to love again, to live again. 
Realization. 

Only | know how my insides are arranged. 

| will carve place in this world for me. 


AFTER BEING EMPTY 


After 2020, after being empty 
Places started opening 
People started roaming. 

More places to go 
Didn t have to stay home. 
No more feeling alone. 
Getting back on our feet, 
Walking to a new beat, 
School started again 
That was a treat. 
Being able to sit down and eat. 
To reconnect is complete. 
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| SEE YOU, | HEAR YOU, | LOVE YOU 


Te veo, te escucho, te quiero (Spanish) 

Je te vois, je tentends, je t'aime (French) 

Ich sehe dich, ich höre dich, ich liebe dich (German) 

Ik zie je, ik hoor je, ik hou van je (Dutch) 

Namoni yo, nayoki yo, nalingi yo (Lingala) 

Watashi wa anata o miru, watashi wa anata o kiku, watashi wa anata o 
aishite iru (Japanese) 

Ka kite au i a koe, ka rongo au, ka aroha ahau ki a koe (Maori) 

Es tevi redzu, es dzirdu, es tevi milu (Latvian) 

Mibinamet, be to goosh mideham, doostat daram (Farsi) 

| see you, | hear you, | love you (English) 

Receiving these words, in your language, spoken from the heart...... 
“| see you, | hear you, | love you and 

I warmly accept, connect and welcome you 
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THE LIGHT IS THINNING 


The light is thinning 
As summer finds her grave — 
Persephone's lament 


Love, did you savor the fragrances of the warm air, while they lingered? 
Did we meet like it was the first time, 
Make love like it was the last? 


Global uncertainty, distress rise 
Virtual distraction, dislocation — shaky with suspicion 
People seem unwell, as cold and darkness set in over discourse 


Fleeing New York for Appalachia — and the mother mound of the Cherokee 
Engulfed by the blue Smokies, lush green woods, flaming azaleas - 

the harvest of the corn 
A feeling of welcome, connection and belonging come over me 


It is the time of harvest, blessing of the water across the valley of Jordan 
Lady willow grows her roots right into the stream 
In between, the indwelling presence lies; within and between 

all Earth's tribes, human and non 


How can we make our prayers heard? 
By weaving them ourselves 
Love, sit with me at this artisan loom, made of old but somehow fresh 


The smell of the wool, the shush of the shuttle 
Weft stacked upon weft, as our hands move 
The finest of mantles, our refigured values emerge 


A banner of love, our sail unfurled 
Flourished with creativity, charism and a star of hope 
All life we draw in together — and listen 
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THE WHEEL OF LIFE 


A voice from the dark call out 

When | am trapped on a desert of gunshots 
The dread of these recently freed slaves 
With no knowledge or experience of warfare 
Only a confidence in their virtue 

Marching forward with extreme boldness 


The stories of subdued cities announced their arrival 
The tales of defeated kingdoms heralded their entry 
To deny entry was to self-destruct 

His tears are sunflower seeds 

To allow passage was a chance to believe 

My eyes compressing into two blue pearls 

My heart and lungs disappearing, leaving no trace 
Leaving only my bones and the soles of my shoes 


Oh! The blessing of associating with the Chosen ones 
The excitement as they walked through our lands 

The opportunity to hear their tales of triumph 

The chance to join and maybe become one with them 
My joy to mix with the children and women 

To watch as the men shared from our farms 

To help this great nation in their journey 

To experience their healing 

It is time to keep the promise 
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REFLECT A VIEW 


As | sit and think of you 

My heart the thoughts, reflect a view 

Your smile with wit it's easy to see 

With your charm and cruel wit dosed with humour as dry as your last sip 
Northern Greater Northern and a smoke! 

Music, laughter, a dirty joke, head of the table when thee spoke. 

You loved the land, the salvaged trash, 

Your golden fields of barley you did trash, 

Sweat, rain, wind, heat and dope. 

Gave your day of toil salvaged hope 

One shot is all it took 

From reality BOOM! A dream it shook. 

Cause as they lay you down to sleep, 

| saw you with an eye you did peep of stolen moments lost and gone. 
As you travelled across the land to the other sands. 

No pain and no regret ...just sadness of not knowing WHY? 

| look up at the sky, ravens fly free, but don't forget to look down on ME! 
Forever in my thoughts you will be looking inside of me. 
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THE TWO BIRDS 


Here is a guide to life for us to view 
A work of art with a lesson for you. 
One bird very active eating away, 
The other reflecting about the day. 


At the first glance there is not much to say, 
But it does show there are choices to weigh. 
In our world many are busy all day, 

Without any peace or rest from the fray. 


This bird is doing with hope to succeed, 
Should that not happen it is a failed deed. 
A lesson learned from the quiet still bird, 
A calm response is his unspoken word. 


Not to act at all is not what is said, 

But rather to keep a still balanced head. 
When one competes, it is all about me, 
To work with out claim, is then about we. 
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THE LILY PAD 


Lily pad, lily pad, may | hop a ride? | need to get down river, | have much to do, many to love 
and serve! 

| leap with faith into my future, bright eyed with purpose, hope and God-given love. 

As we float, my lily pad & | attract all sorts of friends, foes and those in between. Such a 
beautiful world! So many needs are met. 

With faith, | am on my way! 


| see a beautiful log to drift on — | ask to come aboard. | jump. Full of people, full of life. 

| see all that my hard work has done for others. And then all it has earned me — Me! 

I cling to my “rewards and accolades”; | believe them and begin to harden my heart towards 
others’ needs. 

Having so much fun, | barely notice the turn. If | read, the signs, they all said “Caution, 
Rough Waters Ahead’. 

Blindly, | am revered! 


| came up a shiny object, and swam to it and crawled aboard. Alone? Where did everyone 
go? What's that smell? 

No matter, I’m too important. Everyone loves me. | have it all...so | think! | ride the rapids 
with joy until | it gets too rough, Ouch!! 

No worries, I’m invincible...until l'm not. As we rush faster and faster, out of control - | see it, 
the ledge. The Waterfall! 

In shock, | am falling! 


In the pool below, bruised and bloodied. | am truly alone, forgotten. | am so lost. 

On the edge of the water there is a trail. | walk...alone and hopeless, in fear of the unknown. 
| walk and slowly begin to remember. 

| remember the days | first leaped onto that small, beautiful lily pad. | remember with 
sadness all | had set out to do and all | didn't. 

Does anyone love me? Do 1? Why should anyone? | did so little, | squandered my life away. 
In sorrow, | have failed! 


| come to a gently flowing river. There waiting patiently is my old friend, lily pad. 

| look away in shame, expecting a rebuke. Instead, all | receive is unconditional love! | am 
asked what | had learned”? 

| re-learned who | really am, what | truly value. | learned | have a choice in who | connect 
with, and who | serve. 

| remembered the dreams of that little boy decades ago. That it’s never too late. 

By grace, | am found! 


I choose life over death, service over selfishness. | choose all peoples and their sorrow, 
pain and joy. Their anger and right to be heard. 

Their need to be loved and valued - Respected. lII fight for opportunity and full inclusion for 
all. 

| choose love over everything else. To offer it to everyone | meet. | choose God. | choose 
me. | choose you. 

Loved by God, І am ME again! | hop back on my beautiful, trusted lily pad friend. 


Mission restored. 
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FOG HORN 


My soul is weary of slaying demons 

cutting through overgrowth so thick | can barely see the light 
But there's no time for doubt. 

My breath is ragged, my skin is tough like leather 

calluses upon calluses disfiguring me, 

| hardly notice them anymore. 


There flutters agitatedly within me 

the desire to be heard. 

Thrashing its wings against the cage that holds it captive 
Desperately longing for an escape. 


Demanding, first angrily, then pleading 
with tears of blood 

Yearning for these words to break free 
from my core - raw, palpable 


| am on the precipice. 

There's no turning back. 

My voice is getting louder, loud as a foghorn 

For some sounding like noise, grating on their nerves 
but for those adrift, a safe harbour of hope. 


HOW CAN I 
How can | teach the heart whom to choose? 
Shouting out: You!! 


How can the emotion transform into meaningfulness? 
Pure essence: Love! 


How can | erase your tattooed name in my tormented soul? 
Do | want to: Arrrgh!! 


How did | create this person now inhabiting my body? 
A nightmare : Solitude... 


А calming and strong voice speaks from within self, 
some simple and powerful words: 


Stop questioning life, embrace emotions, 
Awake with me, feel...ALIVE!! 


COVID-19 


Covid took over the world 

Outside was empty we had to stay home 

Very sad everyone was! 

| was missing all my friends and family 

Doing all our classes online, | hope it’s over soon. 


THE WALLS SPEAK 


This chapter is over 
It has been well lived 


I've held you 
and you have thrived 


But the time for that 
is Over 


New walls 
new ground 
new space 


awaits 


| am built for holding a growing family 
but you are moving into the next chapter 


And so 

it is right 

for us to say goodbye 

and it is ok for you to feel sad 


and | will not laugh at your tears 


Not quite there 


A TEACHER'S DAUGHTER 


| was oh so unpopular in school, no friends to share silliness with, 

No one included me in any pranks or fun. 

| sat at my desk and studied furiously, pretending their lack of interest 
was beyond my sobriety. 

On the inside | felt so sad and so lonely, that | created 
imaginary friends in plenty. 


| was oh so unpopular in school, | wore hand me downs. 

Pins held my pinafore together, my tatty shoes so grim. 

My bushy eyebrows and thick glasses were all | could see, 
in the mirror a monstrosity. 

On the inside | felt so embarrassed and so hurt, that it took 
all my strength to show placidity. 


| was oh so unpopular in school; | was every boy’s best friend 
The friend they used to pass love notes through... 
My heart broke several times as crushes, crushed me 
with their fraternity. 
On the inside | felt so heartbroken so desolate, 
that | couldn’t see that my fate was sealed from the start, 
for | was the teacher’s daughter now that was a travesty! 


FOR CLINT 


For Clint, (It's a blessing to have known true love) 


| met a man who baked me cakes For birthdays and of course, 
The holidays and special times, But sometimes just because. 


I met a man who watched the Simpsons, OMG, the Simpsons? 
He'd laugh and laugh and laugh, Which made me laugh 


I met a man with no sweet tooth, Not even for chocolate! 
When it came to whip cream, He'd let me have my fun. 


| met a man who liked to dance, Especially in the rain. 
He'd pull me from the couch, And make me go outside with him. 


| met a man who wore blue jeans and tee-shirts, But he put on a button-down, 
Coral-colored shirt and uncomfortable shoes, Because | asked him to. 


| met a man who wanted to be Free from worldly cares. 
He let me grow in the wildflowers that sprung up around his home 


| met a man who wanted to be Free from worldly cares. 
He let me grow in the wildflowers that sprung up around his home 


| met a man who held me close When nights were fiercely dark. 
A lighthouse between the rocky cliffs That led to peaceful shores. 


I met a man who left me here To travel on alone, 
But in the gentle breeze that blows, He whispers still to me. 


| met a man who loved me. 


IFI CAN - A POEM FROM A POEM 


Words from the poem IF changed my view, 
From main concern for me, to love of you, 
Not for a personal you who is so small, 

But for that grand you that lives in us all. 


The poem is a message from father to son, 

It says our true nature is like the sun, 

The sun always shines, but clouds can block our sight, 
These ego-based covers of day need light. 


The rays of our sun are values to guide life, 
When lived each day we can then deal with strife; 
We can help light the way for others to see, 
That life is good when lived for we, not me. 


If | can live them is the challenge | face, 

It needs a still mind and heart in place. 

What arose in my mind were some lines to write, 
That show how true values give better sight. 


If | can change the words of the wise to deeds 
And let fine values be my living guide, 

If | can seek to meet my neighbour's needs 
And not what | want to have on my side. 


If | can play at life's game and not compete, 
Coming to see the most clear conclusion, 
That victory's thrill and the pain of defeat 
Are none other than the same illusion. 


If | can calm the heart pounding loud for fame 
Ignore the hollow echoes of applause, 

And so thank those who give my faults a name 
So that from the grasping world | can pause... 


If | can curb the waste of precious power 
Not seeking the approval of other, 
Resting content like a beautiful flower 
Neither less or greater than another. 
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COME MY FRIEND 


"Come my friend and walk with me 
Along this path today 

Tarry not, but hurry on 

For many towns will pass our way 
Before our journey ends. 


And you and | will climb high hills 
and many valleys fall 

I'll lend my staff 

when you grow weak 

If you will help me on. 


Along the way 

we'll stop a while 

to let the people see 

that kindness and brotherhood 
have meaning still for me 


And when our journey comes to end 
and we shall walk no more 

We'll know that we were better still 
then if we walked alone." 
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GRATEFUL 


Waking up at 6 AM can be exhausting 
But I’m grateful to wake up 

Traffic can be frustrating 

But lm grateful to have a destination 
A messy house can be overwhelming 
But I'm grateful to have a home 


Maintaining a household can be demanding 

But I’m grateful for my family 

When | feel exhausted, frustrated, overwhelmed, 
or demands are too high, 

| will remember to stay grateful 


ANOTHER DAY 


Last night, in bed, a person dreamt for the final time 

Surrounded by broken glass and shrapnel pitted walls. 
Remembering tiny fragments of joy and peace. 

In their final breath 

Reconnecting to the exquisite gentleness and wisdom of their soul 


This morning a child was born 
Wrenched from a warm, protective womb of pre-life into a 

barrage of sound and confusion. 
Delivered by an exhausted midwife into the hands of a drenched mother. 
A smack, a cry, a wail echoing the arrival of the first mixed message 
from a new, chaotic world. 


Last week a person held his partner close, 

A natural intimacy, a bond of trust shaped by entwined bodies 
and past, sweaty lust 

"Her peaceful passing was a blessing" 

Said many to his sad yet relieved widow, 

Who had expected to welcome the day with confused conversation 
and a sweet cup of tea. 


In this moment, a bomb is being stitched into a suicide belt 

The wearer, proud, defiant unashamed yet just a little scared 

Knowing this will be the last day to savour breath, the dust, 
the call to prayer. 

A small pin to pull, to detonate, to devastate 

Showing his anger and defiance at an unjust world 


It's hard to say how many people die each day 
Of mental, physical, emotional scars that remain hidden 
under the masks of a brave face 


Another day 
When our planet groans, the winds blow, and the seas 
absorb the tears of crying souls 


Are you finally tired of being asleep? 
Pause - this is your invitation from the universe, 
To find time to reconnect in new loving ways. 
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DISCONNECTION 


It was time to disconnect with the outside world 
And connect with ourselves 

Take the time for self discovery 

Learn what is truly important to you 

What makes your heart sing? 

What makes you ache from laughter? 


What pushes you to your limits? 

What brings out your tears? 

What takes your breath away? 

What do you want to do with your time? 
Hello self, it's nice to connect with you. 


RECONNECTING 


This pandemic has been hectic. 
People staying inside losing their connections, 
making people feel depress. 
The sun still risers 
People still hiding behind a smile 
Were all okay as long as we stay together and help each other. 
| know about depression 
but, think of your mother, 
your brother, 
your father. 
This pandemic has been sad 
But , life is never that bad. 
We should wake up glad, 
knowing we live another day. 
Praise the lord my soul to keep, protect and hope he protects 
ya'll too 


THE POWER OF DISRUPTION 


My beloved: 


Life unfolds, by choice or by chance. 

Many lose their way and just go along. 

We called it the "treadmill" of corporate life. 
It sweeps you away. lt swept me away too. 


Dreams came and went. Some missed, some met. 

Yet we move on, drifting farther apart. 

The noise. The noise of the world, nearly drowns the silence of the heart. 
It deafens you. It deafened me. 


Busyness, busyness where did the time go? Some spent well, much wasted away. 
With choices made, the world moved on. 

Ideals so pure, now tainted with filth gags with the rot of decay. 

You are lost. | can't find my way. 


Then. Then my beautiful: 


The world stops dead in its tracks. Taking with it too many loved ones. 

We gather no more, for fear of death. So, we close others out with electronic connection. 
Lonely, needing a hug. A need unmet, coldness descends. 

You are woefully isolated. | too am alone. 


We hide behind IP addresses and lash out at the world. Causing division and distrust. 
When all we need is love and respect. Many cry out, others harshly respond. 

A glimmer of hope suspended. A yearning delayed Yet! And yet, satisfaction coming. 
Awareness blossoming within you. As it grows within me. 


We search for others enlightened and loving. A world needs our unbiased loving. 
Forge out we must! Spread Love, building Trust. 

A world united, even though WE are not, fights the pandemic with all she's got. 

Spread your love and see the ripples. | too will flow of Love. Let the ripples interweave. 


Dearest, you and l, all have choices. What kind of world do you want? 
If we come together, imagine what can be. 
Love for you, love for all. 


THINGS WERE HARD, SAD AND COLD 


Things were hard, sad and cold 

Staying away from people was hard 

But now thank goodness we are out and about 
Emotions of happiness are coming back! 
Thank you for the smiles we now get to see 
Thank you for the kindness your now giving me 
Thank you for the hugs from my Nan 

Thank you for re-making friends! 

Thank you for the flowers we get to see grow 
Thank you for the chance to play in the snow 
And seeing the Seasons come and go 

The sadness is going away 

Now that everyone can play 


| missed my friends, but no more coz we can get out the door! 
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CHALK AND CHEESE 


I'm the product of oppression, history of segregation; 
stop and search without possession, negative discrimination... 


Guardian-reading chitter-chatter! Can you really tell me that you 
aren't fed up of Black Lives Matter? Don't you dare knock down that statue! 


Feelings of identity are all-important to our being: 
show respect and try to see our reasoning for disagreeing. 


Foreign workers have vacated, left us short of vital labour, 
since your xenophobic hatred scared away my Polish neighbour. 


Our once-proud and mighty nation, forced by European muscle 
to adopt their regulation, had become a slave to Brussels. 


Don't descend to shouting names at those whose outlook we can't fathom; 
Brexiteers against Remains, at odds across a mighty chasm. 


If you want a stable future for your families and children, 
learn to work together, put your differences aside and build one! 


Get your Covid vaccination, wear your mask in public buildings. 
This protects the population: be responsible and willing. 


| won't be a guinea pig for unsafe Сома vaccination. 
Masks are useless and infringe your liberty; just fabrication. 


Always there is common ground, a principle we surely shall use: 
Let us hope it can be found so we can reconnect with values 


QUARANTINE POEM 


It was just a normal week of school, 
Then the next week we were told no more school, 
So a few good months go by, 
then the next year starts and we all got influenced by the riots, 
doing whatever we wanted and not hanging out with friends 
So, when school started we all were bad and disrespectful 
even myself! 
The way | reconnected with my values, 
Is | realized | wasn't at home, so | have to be more respectful and not be ruded. 
| also needed to listen 
When the teachers talked. That's how | reconnected with my values. 


| HEARD ABOUT THE VIRUS 


| heard about the virus and | don't know what to do. 
People are starting to panic and | don't know if 
| should too. 
Reports on the news are giving us clues about to tell 
us what we can and cant do. 
Getting sent home from school is a bit cool, didn't 
even have to break a rule. 
Hearing about the shops getting locked, starting to think 
everyone is going to loose the plot. 
Ordering food 24/7, Making me feel like | am in heaven, 
waste of our money, doesn't seem funny. 
Putting on weight, don't make me feel great, with people 
telling me to go and lift weights. 
Being allowed to go out to see my friends, 
is like the day will never end. 


SALT 


I do not 

long for much 

That has not 
already been given 
My lungs 

Do not pine for fresh air 
| breathe 

With purpose 

| smell with intent 

| need not touch to 
Feel 

As | smell 

There is no joy 
Without the bouquet 
Each sense 

Stands to serve 
Like consciousness 
It has no leader 

No followers 

Yet 

rules kingdoms 
Shakes mountains 
And teases the stoics 
Sharing service 

As call upon 

To do so 

With other 
Scenturians 

| do not 

drink wine 

In the Spring. 


Pollen has a 

Higher calling 

Nor do | wish 

To taste the salt 

Of another 

If | am denied their scent. 
Flowers 

Become ornaments 
Only 

Oceans 

Loose their romance 
And 

Become analytical 

It is only then 

Do | call on touch 
And 

Sight to make me 
See again. 

To hear again 

To make me believe. 
Again. 


RECONNECTING WITH VALUES 


Isolated and Anxious 
Fearing, Worrying, Unknowing. 
But, through the pandemic we Persevered 
Communicating, Collaborating, Imagining 
Unified and Together, 

ReConnected 


MEANINGFUL DIFFERENCE 


Aprendamos is our name, 

Core values are our game 

Being mindful and intentional in what we do, 
Brings better services to you 

Connecting to our clients and each other, 
Makes a difference to one another 


THIS WORLD 


This world is cruel and wicked. 

This world is dying, trash on the ground, pounding in earth's face. 
The earth cries, for the cleaning of the mess we made. 
The trash is like gum on the earth's feet, 

When you spit it out 

But, it will stay for the rest of time. 

| believe with the manpower we have in our communities 
| believe we can save the earth. 

But there is a monster in the road. 

Big and Scary it is. 

When the monster claps his hands the people cough. 
When he shakes the earth the people sneezes. 

When he yawns the people can't breathe. 

The people are terrified, they hide their faces. 

Covid 19 is the monster name. 

If we get the vaccine we need. 

We can overcome the monster. 

He may get angry, he may fight back 

but, we can over come him and his wrath. 

We are better we are stronger 

We are the people of the world 

We are fighters. 


WORLD VALUES DAY 


The values that define us often align us 
Acceptance for each other is not always shared 
through one another 
We aim to inspire change in a world that jumps at 
the thought of a rearrange 
With generosity beaming, the world deems you as scheming 
With our values held high we give our family, our friends, 
and ourselves a why 
Fighting for justice with people who don't trust us 
The values we hold create an everlasting mold 
We mold ourselves to create and break down hate 
We continue to come together as one, long past 
when the fight is done 
Together our values help us create, together 
our values help us breakdown a world rooted in hate 


SMALL CONTRIBUTION TO CLIMATE CHANGE 


It began more than 30 years ago, 

When someone proposed a cycle of time, 
For all cultures there is a rise and fall, 
Something which is not accepted by all. 


The research of many helped to confirm, 

A shift of values in the cycle’s term. 

Right now the driving values of the West 

Say that power, fame and wealth as the best. 


The way forward which the book offers all, 
Shift to more quiet time to curb the fall. 
Still the mind so you can better decide, 
Then living values will be the right ride. 


From that state comes the desire to serve, 
The needs of others and not just for me. 
How we think, relate to others and act, 
Guided by values is best and is fact. 


Mother nature, is the key need to serve, 

And to do so and change will take some nerve. 
Young people now seek a way that is new, 
And we all need to see what we can do 


To help solve the problem of climate change, 
There are many ways to help, a great range. 
They all need clear action this very day, 

Not just to talk, but to do what we say. 


Do consume food that is locally grown, 
Also be brave and try to grow your own. 
Become an owner of far fewer things, 
To all the clutter at home, give it wings. 


For your energy source, no fossil fuel, 
Help the renewables to win that duel. 
We must listen to Mother Nature's call, 
To provide beauty and health for us all. 


CULTURAL 


CYCLES 
E CLIMATE CHANGE 


PAUL PALMAROZZA 


76 


GUIDANCE ON WELL BEING 


So that one can learn from what you tell, 
What is meant by a being that is well? 

Is it body-well or well of the mind? 

Or is it of an emotional kind? 


It is without a name, but we can see, 

The guidance offered must address all three. 
What is being - the first question to ask, 

The great teacher Plato addressed this task. 


There is being and also becoming, 
The latter is a state ever changing, 
While being is the one never changing, 
It is the source of all and unmoving. 


The sun is a good way to see the being 
Always shining, to life giving meaning. 

Our ego-based thoughts like clouds can cover, 
That is just what we need to discover. 


True well-being means that the clouds must go, 
Easily said, but to remove this foe, 

Needs senses controlled and mind that is still. 
More quiet time is the way up this hill. 


From this higher point | observe my will, 
There is no attachment when we are still. 
With quiet mind my concepts don't bring pain, 
Peace and contentment of being do reign. 


Mindfulness, meditation are the way, 
For the deep peace and contentment to stay. 
This is well being. 


THE SEA 


| sit here and see your ebb and flow 

Breathe in, Pause, Breathe out 

| sit here and see your ebb and flow 

Breathe in, Pause, Breathe out 

| see the trash moving up, down, nowhere to go 

| see the people swimming in and out, in and out, gliding over each wave, 
floating next to the shore, 

| see your waves, moving up and down, up and down. 

| see the sea moving in and out, it reminds me of my life, 

| am getting old yet | feel so young and free, when | am with you, the 
beautiful sea. 

| dive into the sea 

Floating on the waves, 

| feel the passage of my life, 

see the wings of the seagull, 


> 
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shelter 


WE MIGHT BE GETTING OLDER 
BUT WE ALWAYS NEED 
SHELTER 
IF YOU CAN NOT AFFORD 
GO GET SUPPORT 


YOU MAY BE AN ELECTOR 
BUT YOU ARE UNDER SHELTER 
YOU MAY LIKE THE CENTRE 
BUT YOU JUST NEED TO ENTER 


Friendship 


Value your friendships; 
Dont push them away, 
Because they wont be there 
for you, 

When you want them the next 
day, 


Value your friendships, 
They can help'you everyday, 
They'll make you laugh; cheer 


you up, 
In every single way, 


Value your friendships, 
Support them when they fall; 
Go encouragethem, 
Help them get Over life's wall, 


Value your friendships, 
Every One will be different, 
But a good friend will be there, 
Forever.and ever 
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